








set that there would not be time to finish, and that Fellini would alter his 
plans to keep it out of camera range. As usual, I was wrong. 

“I wanted something temporary-looking in the hotel,” he explains. 
“That makes sense, doesn’t it, with this character who doesn’t know where 
he’s going, who lives half in the past and half in his fantasies, all entangled 
in this film that’s never going to be finished, either?” 


July4 Marcello is ill, it is going to rain, and since Sunday 
it has been almost cold. In the hotel lobby—or, to be more precise, in the 
extension of it that leads to the dining room—the atmosphere is that of a 





